The Hifforitef 1 

V As they are flaring, the frince andPs^, 
Trin. Your money. \ Jet vpoti them, they aSrunne array, andfal 
j Poin. Vlllaincs. S Jlaljfe after a blow er two ran array tot,, fa 

V, umg the bootie behmde them. 

Vritt. Got with much cafe. Now me rily to hotfe: the theeun 
are fcattercd,and poffeft with fcare Co ftrongly.that they dare not 
meete each other, each takes his fellow for an officer, away good 
Ned, Falftalffefwearcs to death, and lards the leaneearthashce 

walkes along: wer’t not for laughing I fhould pittie him. 

'Tomes How the rogue roar'd. Exeunt. 

Enter Hotjpur folus, reading a letter. 

But for mine crone part my Lord, l could be well contented to hi 
there, tn reffeEl of the lotte 1 benre your houfe. 

He could be contented, why is he not then?in the refpeft of the 
loue he heart s our houfe : he fhewes in this, he loues his ewnc 
batne better then he loues our houfe.Let me fee fome more. 

The purpofe you vndertake is dangerous. 

Why that’s ccrtaine , us dangerous to take a cold, to fleepe. to 
drinke.but I tell you (my Lord foole) out of this nettle danger 
we plucke this flower fafetic. ° 1 

The purpofe you vndertake is dangerous , thefiiendsyou hauenmd 
vncertaine,the time itje/fe vnfortel, and your whole flat toolisht hr 
the counterpoyfe of fo great an oppofttton , * 

Say you fo : fay you fo. I fiy vnto you againe.you area fhak 
low co wardly hinde, and you lye : what a lacke-braine is (his? by 
thcLordourplot isagoodplot, aseuer waslaid, our friends true 
andconftantta good plot, good friends, & fid ofexpe<ftation:.m 
excellent plot, very good friends; what afroftie fpirited nrueis 
this? why, my Lord of Yorke commends the plot,and the gene- 
ra courfe ofihe Aftion. Zoundes and I were nowhy thfs raf- 
cali, 1 could brainc him with his Ladies fanne . Is there not my - 
father, my vncle, and my fclfe, Lorde Edmund Mortimer, my 
l-ord ot Yorke, and Owen GlendowerPi* there not belfides the 
JJowg as? haue I not al their letters to mcerc me in armes bv the 
ninth of the next month, and are they not fome of them fetfo r- 
ward already ? what a pagan rafcall is this, and infidel? Ha,vou 
Jhallfee now m very Gncerity offeare and cold heart, will hec to 
We King, and lay open all our proceedings. O, I could ditiidc 
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Henry the fourth. 

my felfc & go to buffets, for mooning fuch a difli of skim miike 
with fo honourable an atf ion. Hang him, let him tell the king, 
we are prepared. I will fetforward to night. Enter his Lady. 

How now Kate, I muft leaue you within thefc two houres? 

Lady O my good Lord,why are you thus alone? 

For what offence haue I this fortnight bin 
A bamftit woman from my Harries bed? 

Tell mc,fweet Lord, what is’t that takes from thee 
Thy ftomakc, plead ire, and thy golden fleepe? 

Why doff thou bend thine eyes vpon the earth? 

And ftart fo often when thou fitft alone? 

Why haft thou loft the frefli bloud in thy cheekes? 

And giuen my treafures and my rights of thee 
To thickc eyde mufing,and curft melancholy? 

In thy faint {lumbers, I by thee haue watcht, 

And heard thee murmure tales ofyron warres, 

Spcake tearmes of mannage to thy bounding fteede. 

Cry courage to the field. And thou haft talkc 
OffaiIies,and refiies,oftrcnche$, tents, 

Of pallizadoes, fronticrs.parapets, 

Of bafilisks, of canon, culuerin. 

Of prifoners ranfomc,and of (buldiers flainc, 

And all the currents of a heddy fight. 

Thy fpirit within thee hath beenc fo at warre. 

And thus hath fo beftird thee in thy fleepe. 

That beds offwcat haue flood vpon thy brow 
Like bubbles in a late difturbed ftreame, 

And in thy face ftrangc motions haue appeard. 

Such as we fee when men reftraine their breath. 

On fome great fodaine hafte. O what portents are thefc? 
Somcheauy bufineffe hath my Lord in hand, 

And I muft know it, elfe.be loues me not. 

Not. What ho, is .Gilliams with the packet “’one? 

Ser. He i$,my Lord, an houreagoe. 

Hot. Hath Butler brought thofe horfes from the fheriffe? 

Jr, 1 ? 6 , r ^ e> m y Lord, he brought euen now. 

Let. What horfe’a roane? a crop-eare,isit not? 

Ser. Itis,myLord. 
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